go about among the public in the best suits
the colony had, and I would rate them for
the slightest sign of slovenliness. The corner
of a clean handkerchief peeped out coquet-
tishly from their breast pockets, their hair
was always a model of elegance, they had
to be as courteous as diplomats, and as atten-
tive as dentists. And, thus equipped, they
easily fell victims to the spell of those charms
which they knew almost as well how to pre-
pare in the villages of Goncharovka, Piro-
govka, and the farmstead of Volovy, as they
ido in Parisian beauty parlours.

The first meetings at the door of our
theatre during the checking of tickets and the
search for places was innocuous: the masters
and organizers of these marvellous perform-
ances, with their moving words and their
miracles of technique, seemed to the girls
at once attractive and inviolable, but almost
inaccessible to love, and to such an extent
inaccessible, that the village Romeos them-
selves, sharing this admiration, did not suf-
fer the pangs of jealousy. But another per-
formance came round, and another, and
another, and the story that is as old as the
world was repeated. Paraska of Pirogovka
or Marusya of the Volovy farmstead soon
discovered that the combination of rosy
cheeks, shining eyes, eyebrows dark or fair,
and a print dress of dazzling newness and
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